DEATH  AND  TO-MORROW
ings. In fact, I shouldn't have been surprised had the door opened
and His Pantomime Majesty, Napoleon III, walked in with the eager
Zola hidden in some alcove and writing his Argent.
The door opened and the banker came in.
"You here?" he said.
"What about you being here T 1 said. So we both indulged in the
aftermath of surprise and he took me to his room.
"You remember," I ruefully said, "how we planned the peace
treaty in this room ?"
"It's more essential now than ever," he said.
"Well, let's write it if we both get to England/' I said.
Then we talked. He had been in the unoccupied zone since the
capitulation. He had come back to Paris to see how things were
with the bank, and would return to the unoccupied zone in a fort-
night. The bank, as such, hardly existed any more and we spoke of
the constant attacks against it in the papers, and IK*, said the C! or mans
had tried all their charms on him to induce him to work with them,
for with all their Weltanschauung and Blut unJ Rodcn I hoy wore only
too ready to welcome any old plutocrat into the told. Sonic of his
friends, and even a member of his family, had gone over to them.
"Our moneyed classes deserve to be stripped of every sou they have,"
said the man of money. Then he asked after Nona and Dodo, and I
told him the summer I had had. He was aghast.
"But why don't you go ?" he asked.
"Money," 1 said. It sounded faint. The telephone conversation
was still going on.
"How much do you need?" I mentioned a sum that for the
Makr was more than the proceeds of hundreds and hundreds of
water-colours.   I was well-nigh giddy, yet proud of my daring as I
named the sum.   "Don't be childish," he said.   "That's much too ,
little."
Then he named a sum. Not so many years ago I lost five times as
much at one sitting in Cannes, but now it was a king's ransom.
'I'll let you have it to-morrow," he said, and asked us to lunch with
him afterwards. 1 wanted to have his opinion of my plans, so he
said that quite a few people had managed to get away from Unoccu-
pied France. He didn't know how, but in Marseilles I was bound
to find out. He didn't advise me to go and stay in Marseilles; the
police were too inquisitive, 1 should stay somewhere in Provence
and go into Marseilles and have a look round. Only beware of agents
provocateurs. That very morning the papers reported that a yacht
was caught off Cannes with sixty or so people trying to make a
getaway. I said 1 didn't fear agents provocateurs. My pub talks had